I
'm dreaming of Walt Whitman. May he ever rest In peace at Camden, where the purple lilacs bloom Amid the joyful thrushes, singing from their nest, A song of spring eternal vanquishing the gloom. For when a grieving nation faced its darkest hour, He took a mighty pen and, banishing despair, Composed a masterwork, whose majesty and power Regenerated hope and patience to forbear. And so I dream of such a grand poetic featOf conquering the darkness with a noble verse, Of writing with my trembling hand 'til I defeat The depredation of this parkinsonian curse. For though my movements are restricted and congealed, I live!-And that is ample reason to rejoice; Yet, my barbaric yawp will always be concealed Within the murmur of an evanescing voice.
